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mountains in the early hours of the day. The freshness
of nature falls upon a responsive frame, and the nobility of
the scene discards the petty thoughts that pester ordinary
life. So felt Captain Muriel, as with every military pre-
caution he conducted his little troop and his precious
charge among the winding passes of the Apennines ; at
first dim in the matin twilight, then soft with incipient
day, then coruscating with golden flashes. Sometimes
they descended from the austere heights into the sylvan
intricacies of chesnut forests, amid the rush of waters and
the fragrant stir of ancient trees ; and then again ascend-
ing to lofty summits, ranges of interminable hills, grey or
green, expanded before them, with ever and anon a glimpse
of-plains, and sometimes the splendour and the odour of
the sea.

Theodora rode a mule, which had been presented to the
'General by some admirer. It was an animal of remarkable
beauty and intelligence, perfectly aware, apparently, of the
importance of its present trust, and proud of its rich
accoutrements, its padded saddle of crimson velvet, and its
silver bells. A couple of troopers formed the advanced
guard, and the same number at a certain distance fur-
nished the rear. The body of the detachment, fifteen
strong, with the sumpter mules, generally followed Theo-
dora, by whose side, whenever the way permitted, rode
their commander. Since he left England Lothair had
never been so much alone with Theodora. What struck
him most now, as indeed previously at the camp, was that
she never alluded to the past. For her there would seem
to be no Muriel Towers, no Belmont, no England. You
would have supposed that she had been born in the
Apennines and had never quitted them. All her conversa-
tion was details, political or military. Not that her manner
was changed to Lothair. It was not only as kind as
before but it was sometimes unusually and even unnoces*